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FERCH O GEFN UDVA. 


GAN|WILLIAM HOPKIN, 





Bardd o Langy ynnyd, Sir Forganwg. Bu farn 
yn Y741, yn . 40aên GWY EG ef yn 
HO GG 


Wedi ei; cyfe dg ND 'gan, Mrs, P, Llewelyn, 
| 7 Hlangynwyd. 


BUGEILIO'R GWENITH GWYN. 


mc og 


Myrr sydd fachgen ieuanc ffol, 
Yn caru'n ol fy. ffansi; 

Mi yn bugeilio'r gwenith gwyn, 
Ac eraill yn ei fedi. 

O! pa'm na ddewi ar fy ol. R 
Ryw'ddyddar ol ei gilydd 7 
Gwaith 'rwy'n dy wel'd, y feinir fach, 
Yn lanach, lanach beunydd, 


Glanach, lanach wyt bob dydd, 
Neu fi sy'm ffydd yn ffolach ? 
Er mwyn y Gwr â wnaeth dy wedd, 
Gwna im” drugaredd bellach. 
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O! cwyn dy ben, gwel occo, draw, 

| Rho imi'th law, Gwen dirion, 
” Gwaith yn dy fynwes, berth ei thro, 
Mae allwedd clo fy nghalon. 


Mi godais heddyw gyda'r wawr, 
Gan frysio'n fawr fy lludded, 
Fel cawn gysanu llun dy droed 
Fu'r hyd y coed yn cerdded, 
O! cwyn fy mhea o'r galar maith 
A serchus iaith gwarineb, 
Gwaith mwy na'r byd, i'r mab a'th gâr, 
Yw golwg ar dy wyneb. 


Tra fo dw'r yn y mor hallt, 
A thra fo 'ngwallt yn tyfu, 
A thra fo calon yn fy mron, 
Mi fydda'n ffyddlon iti. 
O! dywed imi'r gwir dan gel, 
A rho dan sel attebion, 
P? un ai myfi neu arall, Gwen, 
Sydd oreu gan dy galon. 
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MAID OF CEFN UDVA 
BY WILLIAM HOPKIN, 


Ŵ Bard of Langonoyd, Glamorganshire. Hedied 
i'i in V741, in the 40th yêar of his age. He 
nas baptised âm V700. 
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Translated from the Welsh by Mrs. P. Llewelyn, 
Llangynwyd. 
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WATCHING THE BLOOMING WHEAT. 


au — 


SE 


A simple youthful swain am I, 
Who love at fancy's pleasure; 
I fondly watch the blooming wheat, 
And others, reap the treasure. 
O! wherefore still despise my suit ? 
Why pining keep thy lover ? 
For some new charm, thou matchless fair, 
I day by day discover. 
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Each day reveals some new born grace, 
Or does fond faith deceive me, 

In love to Him who formed thy face, 
With pity now receive me. 
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Oh raise thine eyesr—one look bestow ; 
Yield, yield thine hand, my fairest ; 

For in thy bosom, witching maid, | 
My heart's sole key Os bearest. 


In deepest woe this day î Tose, 
And sped at morning's gloaming, 
'To-kiss each spot where thy fair foot 
Had in yon grove been roaming. 
O! raise my head bowed down by grief, 
— With kindest accents speaking, 
'Than worlds more dear is thy one glance 
To him whose heart is breaking. 


While hair adorns my aching brow, 
'This heart will beat sincerely ; 
Whilst ocean rolls its briny flow, 
S0 long Tll love thee dearly. 
Oh! tell the truth ; in secret tell, 
And under seal discover, 
1£1t be I, or whois blest 
As thy pure heart's best lover. 





T. R. Davies, Argraffydd, Aberlawy. 
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